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If  Winter  fails 


Can  we  hold  three  seasons  weather  in  New  England 
does  Time  with  some  head  on  the  block  ask 
the  cause  the  reason  the  head  the  body  fall 
can  we  not  fail  or  win  three  million  starve 
to  death  at  Easter  one  each  time  like  Hitler 
they  think  they  are  the  wrath  of  God  justice 
in  this  world  may  not  exist  or  suffering  in 
the  next  can  we  kill  to  holdup  death  a 
little  while  or  to  hurry  snow  when  winter  fails 
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Chapter  V 


M/nof 


v 

"One  thing  you  learn  from  something  like  this  is  not  to  believe  it.  If  you  start 
to  believe  a  thing  like  this  can  really  happen,  and  that  life  is  so  bad— or  absurd, 
or  what  have  you— youd  go  stark  raving  mad." 

"But  it  did,"  answered  Minot  shyly,  trying  not  to  offend.  "Didnt  it?"  he 
added. 

"No." 

"No?  Jack?" 

"No.  It  couldnt  have  happened.  Things  like  this  spawn  only  in  books. 
Fictions  are  so  full  of  it  that  theres  no  room  in  reality.  Remember  that  so  you 
wont  crack  up." 

"Or  start  thinking?" 

"Thats  another  thing  you  should  have  mended." 

Minot's  look  bothered  me.  Wrong,  the  eyes  wrong,  like  Karen's  eyes. 

"Youre  soft  already,  for  Christ's  sake!" 

"Yuh.  Soft ..." 

"Go  to  bed,"  I  tried. 

"Im  not  really  tired.  I  thought  Id  make  a  drink,  or  something." 

"Or  what?" 

He  was  silent. 

"Whats  eating  you?  Certainly  not  Elizabeth?" 

Minot  frowned.  His  forehead  wrinkled  under  the  loose  bangs.  Two  strands  of 
hair  dropped  from  the  nest  and  settled  on  his  nose.  He  brushed  them  aside.  They 
fell  again  and  he  let  them  lie. 
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"Ive  begun  to  feel  that  theres  something  you."  His  pupils  wide,  almost 
flooding  the  whites,  forcing  the  tiny  streaks  of  red  to  their  corners. 

"I  what?"  Intrigue  sprouted,  pushed  away  the  fascination  of  the  two  stray 
strands.  The  brothers  of  thought.  His  eyes 

Minot  was  still  looking  me  in  the  eye,  his  body  taut,  the  oncedouble  chin 
fierce  in  its  new  stricture.  His  body  could  not  stand  this  sudden  growth:  the 
body  skin  is  tender.  Babies  skin.  Ivory  soap.  Babies  and  pimples. 

"What  are  you  laughing  at?"  he  shouted. 

"Willy?"  I  said  as  softly  as  I  could  manage.  "Willy?" 

The  teddybear  body  turned  in  one  stiff,  melodramatic  click  of  the  heels,  and 
marched  grotesque  a  mannequin,  a  Nazi  mannequiun,  a  Hollywood  Prussian. 

"Goodnight,"  I  added. 

Nothing  from  Minot. 

"Willy?" 

Again  he  was  quiet,  silent  march.  He  opened  the  door,  went  into  his  room, 
began  to  slam  the  door,  but  seemed  to  think  it  better  not  to.  He  softly  latched  it 
and  locked  it. 

Fuck  off!  I  thought.  "You  hairy  little  son  of  a  bitch." 

He  must  have  heard  me:  but  he  always  fell  asleep  inside  ten  minutes  time. 

For  some  reason  I  decided  to  call  Karen.  She  should  be  home.  If  she  was,  I 
might  go  and  see  her.  It  would  depend  on  her. 

I  dialed  her  number,  getting  only  the  obscene  busy  beeping,  obscene  like 
some  slut  holding  you  back,  saying  "Not  now,  not  now,  not  now."  I  tried  again; 
still  busy.  Sitting  back  on  the  couch,  I  tapped  a  cigarette,  lit  it,  watched  the 
flicker  of  the  blue  flame,  held  the  match  as  long  as  I  dared,  put  it  out,  all  the 
time  wondering  what  was  it  with  Minot?  I  decided  before  going  on  I  should  take 
my  own  advice  and  chuck  it:  put  it  down  to  fantasy,  like  Id  told  Willy.  But  he, 
simple  little  Willy  Minot,  was  terribly  wound  up  about  something.  And  the 
something  appeared  to  be  me.  It  is  some  fault  of  my  own,  some  aspect  or  act 
that  Ive  recently  committed  or  resurrected  and  displayed  to  Minot  that  he  cant 
fathom.  But  exactly  what  it  was  I  didnt  know.  Perhaps  the  best  way  to  right 
things  would  be  to  untangle  him,  or  better  let  him  do  the  untangling.  But  if  he 
would  not  talk  then,  when  he  was  at  his  pitch,  then  how  would  he  fare  if  he 
watched  and  heard  me  try  to  trick  him  into  letting  me  know?  Hed  certainly 
know  what  I  was  doing.  Hes  simple  but  not  stupid.  And  I  owe  him  money.  One 
hundred  dollars  is  a  lot  of  what  I  dont  have  and  he  knows  it. 

The  telephone  was  ringing  now  at  Karen's,  but  she  didnt  answer.  I  tried  her 
once  more.  Perhaps  it  had  been  a  wrong  number.  Still  the  persistent  ring,  the 
new  message  ringing,  "I  dont  care  who  you  are  I  dont  want  to  talk  to  you."  But 
I  let  it  ring.  Putting  the  receiver  down  beside  me  on  the  couch,  muffled  between 
my  thigh  and  the  joint  where  the  couch's  arm  joined  the  cushion,  I  pondered 
waking  Minot,  demanding  he  confess  all— scare  him  from  his  sleep.  By  howling 
like  a  ghost;  and  in  his  fright  hed  hug  me  like  his  own  mother  and  be  powerless 
to  resist,  his  own  voice  and  mine  telling  him  hes  all  right. 

I  screamed  as  loud  as  I  could,  dashed  down  the  phone,  and  threw  myself 
against  his  door,  cracking  it.  My  head  aching,  my  body  stinging  with  the  pain  of 
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contact.  Suddenly  the  door  just  gave,  and  I  entered  the  room.  Flat  on  my  face, 
the  whole  of  my  body  smarting,  the  room  dark  with  hurt,  the  doorsleigh  in  front 
of  my  face,  the  floortiles  underneath  .  .  . 

When  I  found  the  strength  to  raise  my  head  from  the  door  enough  to  survey 
the  room,  I  was  amazed  .  .  .  Minot  was  sound  asleep!  Asleep. 

I  slunk,  the  fool,  bruised  and  battered  in  body  in  pride,  to  bed.  Slowly  the 
hurt  of  my  body  turned  into  color,  and  the  color  to  sound,  the  sound  to  breath, 
easy,  very  easy,  and  in  the  morning  Minot  would  cry.  And  he  was  blue,  and  he 
was  loud,  the  body,  the  sucking  mouth. 

The  sleepsnight  dark  is  warm:  there  and  only  there  is  the  end  of  pain.  "And  I 
only  am  escaped  alone  to  tell  thee." 

Damn,  damn,  damn 

* 

Long  cries  of  pain  slung  like  wild  wasps:  the  cold  steel  mechanic  pain.  The 
street  alive,  stinging  me.  My  room,  my  head  whipped  in  the  frenzied  screeching. 
In  reflex  I  was  at  the  window,  my  nose  against  the  screen.  In  time  to  see  the 
giant  tail  of  the  huge  red  wasp  snap  around  the  corner  and  disappear.  The  tail 
laughed  at  me,  shook  its  fist,  cried  defiance.  For  a  minute  I  stood  there,  bent  at 
the  window,  the  screen  now  open  and  my  head  out  into  the  morning.  The  new 
sun  smiled  distantly:  distant  with  youthful  indifference— slight  recognition. 
Interest's  due.  And  now  only  the  ticking  of  the  bedside  clock  preyed  on  me.  I 
recognized  my  symbol,  thought  of  the  girls.  A  glance  at  the  clock's  hands 
reminded  me  of  Minot.  He  must  get  up.  It  was  my  order:  and  the  command  that 
he  must  obey.  He  must  obey  me  and  leave  off  his  sleeping. 

Perhaps  the  fire  engine  had  woke  him? 

There  was  no  other  way  but  this.  Tell  me,  Willy  Tell  me  what  Ive  done  The 
moment  still  full  of  the  red  wasp's  poison  tail,  I  wished  it  to  be  my  own:  Id  lash 
him,  lash  him  .  .  .  Tell  me,  Willy 

I  stepped  awkwardly  into  my  pants,  brushed  back  my  hair  with  my  palm,  lit  a 
cigarette. 

"Willy?"  I  asked,  before  I  reached  his  door.  The  door  still  lay  at  the 
threshold.  A  bridge.  The  silence  of  my  feet  and  the  door  destroyed  the 
clocktick. 

The  shades  were  drawn  in  the  room.  At  the  far  wall  the  bed  lay  wild  and 
empty.  Again  the  fist  of  contempt  laughed. 

I  found  the  kitchen  unchanged.  The  supper  dishes  sat  in  the  milky  water,  deaf 
and  mute,  —inane  reverse  smiles,  the  frowns  that  children  draw.  Upside  down  in 
the  dishwater.  Clowns.  I  heard  the  siren  sting  in  my  head.  I  heard  Minot's  laugh. 
In  the  apartment  the  sounding  of  Minot's  laughter  stung.  The  bell  rang  pursuit. 

In  my  own  room  I  struck  the  alarmclock  from  the  table.  Shattered,  in  pieces, 
still  it  clung  to  the  wall. 

"Karen,  Minots  disappeared." 

"Why?" 

I  looked  at  her.  Her  eyes  balanced  heavily  above  the  gray  inflated  bags.  The 
bags  themselves  too  weary  to  care.  Her  face  was  old,  giving  the  impression  of 
sleep,  and  her  lips  movement  seemed  somehow  all  wrong,  as  if  the  words  were 
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dubbed,  and  Karen  an  actress  in  an  old  and  tired  foreign  film.  I  had  no  desire  for 
her. 

"I  dont  know,"  I  said,  an  odd  tear  crawling  down  her  reddened  cheek.  I  said 
nothing,  continued  to  watch  the  single  tear  grope  across  the  harsh  landscape  of 
her  face. 

"What  are  you  looking  at?"  she  asked,  her  voice  almost  alive,  almost  timed 
correctly. 

"Oh,  noth  .  .  .  youre  crying?" 

"Its  become  my  natural  state,"  she  retorted.  Her  sarcasm  made  her  uglier. 
The  old  was  also  hard  and  tight.  I  toyed  with  walking  out  on  her. 

"Ive  been  very  much  alone  here.  The  phones  rung  a  lot  but  I  havent  the 
strength  to  pick  it  up.  I  dont  want  to  talk,  I  havent  got  the  energy." 

"What  if  Elizabeth  called?" 

A  smile,  Giaconde-like. 

"I  have  to  go." 

She  made  no  attempt  to  keep  me. 

"I  said  I  have  to  go  now." 

"I  heard  you." 

"Damn  it,  whats  wrong  with  you?  Are  you  drunk?" 

"God,  no!"  she  laughed. 

"Well  what  the  hells  going  on?" 

“You  were  going,  I  think." 

"Oh,  fuck  it!" 

"No." 

No  what?  I  thought  and  said. 

"Nothing.  Go  along.  If  youd  like  you  can  come  by  again.  Tonight,  maybe?  If 
Minot  shows,  III  tell  him  youre  looking  for  him." 

"Yes,  do  that.  He  might  come  here.  I  think  he  thinks  hes  in  love  with 
Elizabeth.  And  he  might  come  looking  for  her." 

"Maybe  he  is?  It  s  not  so  uncommon,  you  know?" 

Again  the  smile:  Minot's  eyes/Karen's  eyes.  The  eyes  the  eyes  of 
unquenchable  lust,  of  simultaneous  hate.  The  smile  like  hands  began  to  part  the 
quilt  at  her  breast. 

"Goodbye.  Let  me  know  if  Minot  comes.  You  know  my  number." 

I  turned  again  to  leave  her.  At  the  door,  she  stopped  me. 

"Of  course  I  know  your  number.  Thats  the  damnedest  thing  Ive  ever  heard 
you  say." 

With  my  back  still  to  her  I  gripped  the  doorknob.  The  chill  of  the  knob  stuck 
fast  to  my  sweating  palm. 

"This  is  the  first  time  Ive  ever  seen  you  lose  your  cool.  Jack.  I  always 
wondered  about  you  and  'little  Willy,'  always." 

I  turned  to  her,  then  went  out:  the  white  body  calling  me  fool. 

* 

No  Minot  yet  at  nightfall.  Id  had  no  call.  There  was  a  sense  almost  of  relief, 
but  it  was  sour.  I  had  no  luck  with  books.  I  kept  laboring  to  memorize  Kerouac's 
quote  from  Joyce  of  a  man  falling:  Finnegans  shake. 
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The  cigarettes  in  the  ashtray  seemed  to  be  vying  for  first  one  out.  The  glass  at 
my  side  was  empty  for  the  absolute  umpteenth  time.  The  lights  were  all  lit,  but 
too  soft:  dulled  by  their  very  usedness.  The  constant  picture  of  Karen  broke  the 
'relief.'  Karen  standing  tall  and  straight  before  me,  her  breasts,  her  belly,  her 
navel,  her  sultry  cunt  the  mirage  of  greenest  pasture,  in  reality  the  humid  crowd 
surrounding  the  guillotine.  And  the  other  Karen,  the  face,  the  head.  Old  and 
ugly,  the  frightful  smile  kept  jumping  in  to  replace  her  open  body,  until  the 
effect  of  a  moving  picture  presented  itself.  The  frames  flickering  between  Venus 
and  Medussa,  until  the  hag  began  to  dance  before  me,  to  dance  into  my  eyes, 
into  my  skull. 

* 

A  week  later  a  letter  came  with  my  own  address  as  return  address.  Will  Minot 
through  and  through.  Dear  Jack,  it  began,  /  need  the  money  you  owe  me.  If  you 
could  send  it  to  me  by  registered  mail  immediately  I'd  get  if  faster.  (This  is  not  a 
threat.  /  really  need  it  now  to  keep  me  in  one  piece).  /  am  well  and  not  angry 
with  you  any  more.  In  fact,  what  /  said  to  you  was  all  wrong.  Please  send  the 
money  to  my  address  (on  envelope.)  Thanks.  P.S.  Eliza  sends  her  love.  P.P.S. 
We're  going  to  get  married.  Your  friend,  Willy  Minot. 

This  could  mean  anything.  But  what  was  clear  was  the  strangest  thing  of  all: 
Will  Minot  and  Elizabeth  Gill.  I  found  it  impossible  to  believe,  so  impossible,  in 
fact,  that  I  did  not  believe  it.  In  the  years  since  college,  since  Id  been  with 
Minot,  there  was  never  a  thought  of  him  not  being  around,  and  it  was  so  final 
that  if  he  did  get  married,  hed  most  probably  live  right  here.  Mr.  and  Mrs. 
Minot— and  me.  And  the  address,  my  address,  seemed  to  reinforce  my  idea. 
There  was  no  choice  now  but  to  go  and  see  Karen.  When  theres  trouble,  there  is 
no  getting  away  from  her.  She  makes  it  or  breaks  it. 

The  streets  were  cluttered,  the  shops  busy,  and  pedestrians  en  masse 
continued  to  uphold  the  old  cry  of  mankind  for  death.  Suicide  seems  to  be 
man's  hope  if  not  man's  fate. 

* 

Waiting  at  her  door  (after  a  week  of  absence)  I  felt  a  brief  gulp  of 
apprehension.  But  her  walk  (a  walk  Id  know  anywhere)  seemed  to  erase  the 
worry.  Making  me  look  foolish.  I  knew  I  blushed  when  she  opened  the  door. 

A  girl  of  eighteen  said  "Come  inside,"  kissed  me. 

"Im  a  cradle  robber,"  I  said.  She  looked  magnificent.  The  whole  world  was 
rose  colored.  And  when  she  told  me  my  glasses  were  filthy,  I  laughed.  She  took 
them  to  the  kitchen:  I  could  hear  the  tap.  Already  things  were  not  so  beautiful. 

"Give  me  back  my  humor!" 

"What?" 

And  I  told  her  about  the  glasses. 

When  we  were  seated  on  her  couch,  my  arm  round  her  shoulder,  her  smile  so 
young  and  innocent,  I  mentioned  what  a  fine  actress  she  was.  Waiting  for 
offense,  she  surprised  me  again  and  told  me  she  owed  it  all  to  her  director. 

"Guess  what,  Karen?" 

"What?" 

"We're  going  to  be  inlaws  for  a  change." 
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"What?" 

She  looked  seriously  at  me:  played  the  part  to  perfection:  baffled. 

"Minot  and  Elizabeth,  of  course." 

"Minot  and  E/iz-a-beth ?"  She  had  trouble  with  her  emphasis.  It  was  comic 
now.  "What  do  you  mean,  Jack?" 

"You  heard  me.  Minot  and  Elizabeth  are  shacked-up  and  planning  to  be 
married.  Can  you  believe  it?" 

"No,"  she  said,  almost  too  convincingly. 

"Whats  wrong  with  it?" 

"Minot." 

"Why?  Theres  no  one  sweeter  in  the  world  than  him.  You  know  that.  You 
jealous?" 

"No.  But  she  needs  a  man." 

I  looked  at  her. 

"I  mean  a  real  man.  Domineering,  you  know." 

"But  if  they  love  each  other,  whats  the  problem?" 

"How  do  they  know  they  love  each  other?  He  wants  a  mother,  for  pete's 
sake,  not  a  wife.  Hes  far  better  off  with  you." 

"Thanks." 

"I  mean  hes  free  and  yet  hes  got  someone.  A  man.  Someone  who  he  can  look 
up  to,  emulate.  The  whole  bit,  Jack.  Hes  in  nevernever  land,  and  he'll  never  grow 
up." 

"Sos  Elizabeth." 

"Thats  just  it.  You  see  the  problem." 

Si 
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Black  is  the  night  that  abducts  the  day. 

Chill  the  air  that  steals  the  spirit  away. 

Muffled  rhythm  of  the  spectral  moon , 
piercing  glow  in  infinite  celestial  gloom. 

Hollow  footsteps  intrude ,  and  are  echoed  by, 
the  absolute  silence  of  the  opaque  sky. 

The  night  cometh,  as  destined  as  the  toll  of  time, 
an  inexorable  end  to  the  evanescent  sublime. 
Warm  sun,  green,  gold,  and  blue, 
this  has  been  pure  delight,  adieu. 

For  unto  light  darkness  is  due, 

and  forever  comes  that  twilight  rendezvous. 

Then  crimson  turns  to  dusk 
and  fire  to  ash 
and  day  to  dust. 


Night  Impressions 
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From  These  Bones 


Two  faces  glance 
and  tear  apart 
the  scattered  face, 

and  tear  apart 
the  single  grace 
that  walks  in  spring- 

ecce  homo  .  .  . 

Born  before  the 
sea  felt  land 
to  burst  past 
the  tragic  hills 
that  people  now 
our  mountains, 

man  survived  the  crash; 

and  fire,  stolen 
(prometheus  bound  to 
topple  steal  and  run) 
energy,  the  forfeiter 
of  peace,  this  unknown 
deep  and  fragile,  energy 

allows  for  time  in  winter  sleep 

to  dream  upon  the  hard 
rock  walls,  to  marble  hard 
these  dreams  of  days 

of  summer  days 

and  memories  of  hunting; 


times’s  the  nervous 
sister ,  haunting,  causing 
fractions  to  dissect 
the  lonely  memories 

scalding  the  images 

upon  the  wall 

upon  the  hard  rock  wall. 

and  fire 
and  winter 
time  to  make  tools 
to  rest  the  spring 
upon  some  rock. 

The  faulty  shade  of  memories 
the  fearless  glimpse  of  time 
the  water  mark  and  bones 
mark  the  age 

the  simple  building  age 
the  age  of  making  tools, 
of  using  tools, 

carniverous,  ecce 
homo,  a  hunter,  ecce, 
making  tools 

to  hunt,  prepared 
for  spring,  next  winter 

more  songs  to  sing  on 

hard  rock  walls, 
we  glimpse  this  image, 
and  glance  upon  the  hard 
rock  wall,  and  weave  our 

homing  passion 
bright  under  the  sun 

the  single  constant  star, 
burning  memory  and  time 
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into  our  dancing  days. 

yet  these  words  are  tragic- 

making  tools , 
preparing  some  memory 
some  hunt  within  the  jungled 
woods  and  watered  plains , 
making  tools,  these 

words  are  tragic; 

ecce  homo. 

Torn  from  a  tree, 
and  upon  this  rock 

the  tiny  tumultuous  past 
that  severs  time  in  distant 
singing  peers  and  places, 

/  call  the  poet,  friend 
call  the  poet, 
to  describe  this  tale, 

to  play  this  song  for 
any  other  poet. 

I  do  not  sing  myself, 
but  call  the  birds  to  sing, 

/  do  not  sing  of  myself 
but  hear  the  shell  worn 
sea  burst  gently  in  my  ear. 

ecce  homo,  faber, 
tool  maker,  hunter, 
the  fox,  and  yet  again 
the  fox,  bantered  by 
the  hounds  who  ground 
all  meat  to  bone. 
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upon  this  gentle  grass 
/  stood  and  looked 
across  the  water's  past 
to  catch  a  glance 
of  someone  drifting , 

hard  to  place , 

of  someone  drifting 
towards  granite  space. 

ecce  homo. 

Restless 
we  pass  these 
hours  reflecting 

before  the  mirror 
of  the  world 

we  scribble 
simple  words, 
we  sing  our 
simple  songs, 

we  scratch  the  back  of  time, 

turning  inward 
moving  the  soul  slong. 

be  sweet,  passion 
be  sweet  and  dance 

the  love  worn  song. 

There  is  weeping 
in  my  heart, 

the  gnashing  of  teeth,  grinding, 
churning 


p/eure  dans  mon 
coeur 


the  distant  sea; 
The  beach 
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the  somewhat  softened  beach , 

mirrors  the  grinding  jaws, 
the  hounds  chased 
by  crows,  and  time 

and  man,  scavengers 

all  blood  is  gone,  wept 
in  this  gnashing  heart. 

We  bleed  our  eyes 
we  flay  our  wills 
with  grasping  dreams 

We  look  to  marble  walls 
to  harden  fast  this  passion 

machine  building 
ecce  homo 

a  built  and  hardened  fence 
assails  our  souls 
we  fear  death 

as  no  other  race 
we  must  save  face 

sapiens,  aware,  ecce 
homo  faber,  death  waiting 

sapiens 
death  baiting. 

The  tension  of  the  baiting 
the  marble  wall 

The  dawning  mist  clouds  the  scarlet  sun, 

we  must  run 

fair  race,  must  run 


some  wall,  a  dream 
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the  myth,  a  seed  planted 
within  the  marble  wall, 

some  marble  exquisite  with 
the  artist’s  touch,  created 
not  made,  the  reality  of  this  dream, 
this  marble  wall. 


our  wills  are  flayed, 
our  souls  are  torn  and  tattered. 
The  scarlet  sun,  the  mist  of  dawn 
now  clouded,  death  waiting 

faber,  ecce  homo,  sapiens 
ecce  the  dreamer,  homo. 

We  often  buy  these  slender  toys 
to  chisel  marks  in  age; 
we  eat  our  brother’s  skin; 

The  sky  will  win 
the  rocks  remain; 

we  singe  our  thoughts  with  time 
and  walk  our  minds  with  dreams. 

Meaning  less,  we  pat  our  backs 

and  cry 

and  sing 

our  gently  sad  songs; 
we  do  not  see  the  birds 
that  f/y  about  our  bent 

and  back  worn  shoulders. 

The  cycles  change, 
these  wars  we  make 
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are  soul  born 
stumbling  dreams 
bursts  of  orgasm. 

But  we  are  oral- 

we  seek  our  gods 

and  bow  before  their  wrath , 

we  yell 

we  forget  to  dream, 
we  make  tools , 
use  them , 
use  them  well; 

we  marble  thoughts 
(they  are  god-wrought ,  we 
say)  forget  to  dream , 

kill  our  dreams, 

ecce  faber,  ecce  ecce, 

ecce  homo  sapiens, 
reborn,  a  child  is  born, 
sapiens,  is  born. 

The  magic  dust  returns, 
we  burn  this  flash  of  time, 
we  blast  the  rocks  with  sand, 
we  dance  our  deepest  soul. 

these  years  that  peace 
has  bought 
the  inner  years 
responding  to  the  passion 
of  the  soul, 

reborn,  and  sometimes  parched, 

strong  and  stronger  still 
as  each  commands  the 


inner  ear 
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to  buy  back ,  buy  back 
redeem,  ecce  sapiens 

redeem  faber 

tool  maker. 

The  fox,  that  hunts 
hunts  itself 
devouring 

the  fox  that  runs 
runs  to  rest 

alone, 

within  the  fabied  dream 
the  dream,  replanted 

new  walls  to  build 
inscribe  with  dreams, 

dreams  born  again 
to  dance  the  simple  soul 
sapiens,  to  dance 

and  dream. 

The  changing  of  the  seasons 
change  also  in  the  soul 
turning 

all  the  passion  born  beneath  the  sun, 

death  wrought  caverns  melting 

even  as  the  spring 

assails. 

/  die,  faber, 
am  once  again 
reborn,  sapiens,  ecce. 

This  winter,  time 
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holds  fast 

and  turns  within 
itself ',  /  have 

burned  my  soul  before 
have  hung  upon 
the  cross, 

a  golden  spike 
drawing  blood 
extended  from  a  vein. 

/  have  hunted  the  fox, 
been  hunted  by  the  fox; 

a  new  time  sapiens 
is  born, 

/  have  met  my  god, 
have  met  my  soul 
/  have  died 

been  reborn. 

/  glimpse 

Sapiens  rising  from  faber’s  bones. 
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The  Ballet 

At  once  like  life- 

staccato  short 

yet  repeating  its  moments 

for  that  dark  theatre, 
so  like  the  mind; 

barely  less  than  fantasy, 
built  of 


set  and  costume 
sinew  and  tendon 


and  predicated  on  mere  nerve. 
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sleeplessness 

a  ripple  in  a  stagnant  pend 
widens  with  the  minutes 
stretching  farth  er  farther 
hit  ting  bank  to  bank  and  back  again 

to  center, 

where  instigating  rock  of  thought 

Crashes  a  decision 

and  Burdened  Eyelids  meet. 
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Mar  26 

Flesh  kills  the  spirit  continually 
and  the  flower  of  the  brain  dies 
under  the  hoof  of  pain  or  desire. 
God  can  be  sold  for  an  apple 
in  the  rushing  market  of  blood. 
Life  fills  the  corridors  with 
different  lengths  and  patterns 
of  wallpaper. 
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ALL  HAIL  TO  CAESAR! 


Hail  Caesar! 

Standing  stone  dead 
piteous  marble  in  the  Parisian  heat. 

How  does  it  feel  O  Warrior? 
to  have  a  pigeon  perched 
upon  your  laurels. 

Gaul  remembers  you  well 

with  a  statue  in  the  Tuileries. 

Your  friend  the  Frenchman  lies  over  yonder,  Caesar, 
in  splendid  death. 

Why  isn’t  he  out  here  with  you? 

And  your  comrade  from  Germany 
will  not  soon  be  forgotten; 
no  statues  for  him  though, 
his  reputation  is  enough  for  us. 

How  does  it  feel  Caesar 
to  see  all  this? 

Do  your  eyes  hurt  with  the  years? 

And  the  birds. 

Do  those  birds  on  your  head 

tell  you  of  their  travels, 

Or 

are  their  cooing s 

gentle  mockery  to  your  ears? 

Hail  Caesar!  All  Hail  King  oj  the  World! 
look  what  it  got  you- 
a  stand  up  job  in  the  park 
with  a  bunch  of  birds  for  your  court. 
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Oh,  yellow-breated  bitch,  your  full  night  dance  of  Sring 
Can  no  longer  water  my  brittle  bones.  This  raving  madman 
Has  seen  your  child  of  Death,  I've  seen  his  evil  stare 
Weaken  the  bowels  of  the  mighty,  and  I've  felt  the  scar  of 
His  black-houred  conception  eat  away  my  manhood,  like  the 
Promethean  eagle.  Nay  thou  chameleon  of  the  evening  heavens, 
Stay  not  your  Sire's  thunderbolt,  for  now  I  have  you  haltered, 
Yoked  in  the  very  sterility  which  was  His  birth's  gain. 

Like  the  painter  who  steals  his  model's  life  on  canvas, 

I,  safe  in  my  age,  have  seen  your  treachery  and  now  milk 
Your  life-force,  transcribing  it  to  sterile  words.  How  sweet 
In  irony  is  my  revenge!  So  sit  with  me,  thou  angel  of  Evil, 

And  watch  the  craft  of  men,  ever  so  feeble,  drain  you  of  the 
Gift  of  Death.  Your  silver-winged  terror  will  draw  naught 
But  scorn  from  strong-kneed  youths  who  love  beneath  your 
impotent  light. 


Beneath  the  horizon  Luna's  petulent  yellow  brewed, 
wasted  on  the  sea.  The  sad  bearer  of  McDuff's  affliction, 
the  boy-man,  graced  us  with  his  celebration  day  face  dripped 
in  blood.  He  planted  humor's  seed  (and  more),  leaving  with 
promises  of  return.  We,  unmade,  overstrained,  nourished 
his  seed  with  tears  of  laughter.  Like  too-formal  parents 
awakened  by  their  child,  we  rolled  and  bounced,  always  rising, 

-saw  each  other  with  brimming  faces,  and  still  rising,  floated 

caressingly  into  each  other.  Warmth  on  warmth,  smooth  ascent 

on  the  upward  spiral,  pleasure's  gravity  pressing  us  even  closer  together. 


The  hot,  girding,  still-present  pain  of  oversex,  now 
more  a  dream,  has  left  us  mellowed  and  weak.  Later,  talk 
of  future  and  the  now,  propel  our  dreams,  and  they,  crashing 
to  the  foreground  take  us  to  the  nebula  of  the  surely  just 
formed  child.  Soft  silences  are  lighted  by  springtime's 
moon.  Our  child  (the  Child),  makes  his  just-conceived  presense 
known,  as  the  air  gains  weight.  The  very  richness  of  it 
waltzes  our  already  puzzled  minds,  slowly,  deliberately,  as 
if  learning  all  over  again.  Minds  meld,  future-directed, 
one  vector  whisping  us,  day  by  day  further  ahead  into  time. 
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All  the  while  she  swelled,  exuding  the  aura  of  subtle  mystery. 
Although  long  past  Her  time,  the  moon's  light  glowed,  now 
from  within,  creating  oblong  shadows  on  the  walls. 


The  boy-man  returned.  We  three  sat;  enjoying  each  other. 

The  tingling  inside  him,  widened  his  pupils,  and  loosened  his  tongue. 

His  mystery  became  our  knowledge,  our  mystery  became  his.  Stimulated 

by  the  misty  yellow,  which  we  all  senced,  our  minds  raced  to  catch  the  fleeting 

wings  of  understanding.  Like  electric  shocks,  our  words 

and  their  insinuations  pricked  our  mallow  minds,  spurring  them  onward. 

The  significance  of  the  day's  insignificance  was  explored.  Slowly 
the  impossible  was  substantiated,  along  with  the  growing  realization 
that  we  had  all  been  preordained. 


The  boy-man's  miraculous  birth,  his  unexplainable  presence 
with  us,  the  blood  of  his  really  nonexistant  self  spilled  .  .  . 

He  had  entered  the  door  which  was  normally  used  by  the  sun, 

and  was  entered  that  night  by  the  moon.  The  innocent  boy-man 

was  the  messenger  of  our  fate,  the  unknowing  bearer  of  the  seed 

of  Evil  within  his  flowing  spirit.  His  mission  done,  he  returned,  only  to  know 

the  terror  for  which  he  had  been  used.  Only  he  would  one  day 

destroy  the  Evil  One,  his  goodness  made  possible. 


The  woman,  possesor  of  man's  whore  love,  knew  she  bore  the  Evil 
one  now.  Her  four  o'clock -winter  complexion  searched  the  persian 
silver  stars,  avoiding  the  glow  of  the  asexual  rapist  in  the  sky. 

Evil  would  make  its  way  from  her  womb  on  Fall's  night  of  perversion. 

H  is  departure  would  seal  her  till  death.  She  feared  not  his  painful 
birth,  nor  his  intended  coming,  but  she  feared  his  awful  death  by 
the  one  who  could  not  kill.  And  so  we  called  her  the  Madonna's  rival, 
but  men  of  all  time  to  come  would  know  her  as  the  "Persian  Whore''. 


The  cancerous  lion  sat  off  to  the  side,  unbelieving  yet  doubting 
his  unbelief.  While  structuring  their  imaginations,  his  theories  ate  holes 
in  themselves.  Apart,  yet  somehow  so  closely  attached,  he  watched  the 
Persian  beauty's  thoughts  fly  up  to  dance  with  those  of  the  boy-man. 
Unworried,  but  alone,  he  sighed,  recalling  verses  written: 

Rising  as  the  cumulus,  she  left  herself, 

Securely  planted  in  my  earthbound  loins. 

A  devil-son  who'd  steal  his  thunder?  What  would  remain  of  his 
demand  for  fire,  of  his  lust  for  the  harshest,  most  grueling 
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pleasures  of  life?  His  life  filled  loins  revolted  at  the  image 
of  the  sterile-white  head  bent  scribe-like  which  flashed  through 
his  mind.  His  violent  objections  to  the  theory,  allowed  the  hideous  head 
of  doubt  to  creep  inside  his  soul.  He  was  to  live,  stolen  thunder, 
crying  nightly  rage  at  the  manhood  theiving  moon. 


Now,  before  the  yellow  mist  was  to  go,  it  drugged  our  minds, 
fulfilling  its  last  duty  to  its  Mistress.  Breaking  through,  one  of  us 
would  stave  off  the  enveloping  haz,  cutting  the  silence. 

A  rolling  fog  blurred  our  internal  vission.  The  nether  time 

between  either  day  was  coming  to  an  end  as  the  fertile  temptress 

slipped  away,  her  hell-deed  done.  The  mist  of  the  hours  past  had  ceased  their  ebb 

and  flow.  The  seed's  water  abetted  voyage  ended.  Soon  the  sun  would  burn  the  fog, 

and  night's  sperm-like  illusions  would  be  but  scars  in  the  tissues  of  our  minds. 


Now,  my  great  shackled  adversarym  we  sit  and  stare  as  equals! 

Your  one  night  revel,  long  ago,  reaped  its  bitter  harvest. 

One  was  born  who  changed  our  lives  and  set  the  earth  aglow. 

A  slow  of  white  hot  pity,  which  numbed  our  fighting  souls. 

"Peace”  He  called  it,  and  they  believed,  succumbing  to  his  goal. 

Angels  or  idiots,  I  know  not  which,  inhabited  our  globe. 

Fireless  man  circled  on,  til  you  finished  your  crazed  plan. 

A  scar  reopened  and  took  the  mind  of  one  we  both  knew  well. 

Violence  filled  his  boy-like  face,  to  murder  was  his  fate. 

the  peace  was  gone,  his  eyes  lay  dead. 

men  cried  about  what  might  have  been 
but  slowly  sank  their  hands  in  blood  again. 

And  now,  I  watch  and  wait,  my  uselessness  in  hand. 

Wondering,  when  and  again,  man's  mind  will  want  to  end 
The  fight,  which  is  his  birthright,  the  fire  which  is  his  gift. 

Oh  bitch  above,  my  lifelong  hate,  we're  both  inert  in  gloom. 

And  now  I  know  that  you  don't  know  the  answer  we've  been  searching. 
So  tell  me  foe,  how  can  you  play, 

And  fool  the  fools  you  see  below? 

Are  you  too  amoung  the  bored  who  wait, 

And  wait  for  death  to  come  and  play  his  game? 
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fall  flower 

blooming 


crushed 

between  the  hard  covers  of  a  book 
fades 

stiffens  in  a  skeletal  form 


you  hold 

its  cracked  pieces  in  your  hand 
then- 

disjoint  pieces 

an  aging  heart’s 
puzzle  parts 


you  see 
au  tumn 

in  the  face  of  a  man: 

leaves  bear  time’s  process, 
rocks  their  storms 
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loaf  grable  cats  and  foreign 
shoes 

quiet  now 

equinox  times  and  tides 
ressemble  the  three  days 
I  spent  in  Frisco  before 
going  overseas  there  was 
this  one  black  whore  who 
told  me  I  was  better  ’n 
any  black  boy  she  had  had 
so  I  tipped 

her  my  last 
twenty 
dollars 

above  my  hotel  bill. 

tell  yourself  tell  yourself 
what  a  trick  is 
if  it  is  not  anything  other 
than 

a 

trick. 

loaf  grable  cats  and  foreign 
shoes 

quiet  now. 


